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Fidelity 


Introduction 

Sammy frowned, she had been studying the display case Paul kept 
upstairs and was noticing a disturbing trend. Her newly betrothed had 
more than a few pictures of young, attractive women framed in his curio. 

Sammy bent down and inspected them, noticing with a dawning 
apprehension that not one of the women seemed to have an ‘average’ sized 
chest, they all seemed to have much larger than normal proportions. 

She bit her lip and stared down at her own, less than ample bosom. She 
glanced back up at the row of photos, each one showing a buxom lass with 
her arms lovingly draped around her fiancé’s shoulders. It made her feel 
inadequate. She furrowed her brow. A moment later anger welled up in 
her. 

After all, Paul had chosen her, Samantha, for her personality and charm; 
there was no reason to get hung up on physical comparisons... Still, she 
winced, calming down; there was just no getting around how puny she 
was in the bosom department. 

Oh well, she laughed to herself, she’d just have to discreetly misplace 
those photographs when they moved in together. She smiled smugly to 
herself. Yeah, that’s what she’d do, and besides, she reminded herself, 
looking down at the ring on her finger, “Paul picked me over those dumb 
bimbos.” 

She chided herself; there was no need to dwell on physical failings. 
Paul loved her and that’s what was important. 


Paul yawned, waking up for the day. He stretched, rolling his head 
back and forth in the nice soft pillows. Man what a night. He had dreamed 
about a hunt through the jungle, chasing after some big game and just as 
they scared it into the clearing and he had gotten a glimpse of its massive 
proportions he had awoken. He yawned again, oh well, he paused, trying 
to visualize whatever it was he had been dreaming of. He shrugged and let 
it go; it was time to start the day. 

He slid into his shoes and tied on a robe, heading towards the bathroom. 

He reached up and rubbed his face, and then was immediately startled 
to find his new fiancé behind the door. She was staring at his trophy 
collection. “Sammy? What are you doing here?” He realized that response 
wasn’t really appropriate and quickly said. “I mean, what a pleasant 
surprise.” 











Sammy turned to face Paul, she was fully dressed. She smiled wide, her lips slung 
gorgeously on her small, pert face. Her eyes smiled as well, their green-blue pools 
reflecting the light overhead. Paul melted and returned her smile, running his gaze 
over her raven locks and tight, smooth complexion. 

He opened his arms as she grabbed him in a big hug. Paul grinned and returned her 
enthusiast embrace, only mildly disappointed that he didn’t have more to hug into; 
Sammy’s body was petite, her figure lithe and soft, with only a gentle rise for her 
chest. 

He pushed away a bit and looked down into her eyes, he stood a few inches taller 
than her. “Sammy, what are you doing here so early? I don’t mind of course but I’m 
not even dressed!” He laughed. Sammy blushed obligatorily; after all, it was kind of 
naughty for her to show up unannounced 

“Well... I was just thinking about you all last night and I just wanted to stop by and 
take you out to breakfast.” 

Paul scratched the back of his head, still waking up, “Okay, well, sounds good, let 
me just hop in the shower, okay?” 

Sammy nodded as he pushed past her and started his morning ablutions. He poked 
his head out of the bathroom and told her to make herself at home downstairs. 

“Okay love, want some tea?” She asked him. Paul nodded then withdrew. 
Sammy headed downstairs to bustle about while Paul finished lathering and rinsing. 
His balls ached with his morning erection and he needed to take care of himself 

before he could be an appropriate host for his beloved. He draped himself in a towel 
and hopped back to his room, clicking his way to a big bust website. 

Checking the door to make sure Sammy was indeed downstairs, he settled in front 
of his computer and ran his gaze lustily over the semi-naked and very well endowed 
figures he was navigating through. After just a few moments of must see mammary 
TV, Paul came hard into his paper towel and then cleaned his softening cock and 
tossed the mess into the waste bin. 

He stood up and finished drying off, wiping the sweat away as well as the water. 

He felt very strongly about waiting until after marriage to consummate a relationship 
but that didn’t stop him from keeping a ‘virtual’ harem. He quickly saved a photo of 
the model he had just blown his load to - a very attractive, top heavy treasure that he 
just couldn’t get enough of. 

He cared strongly about a man and wife’s sacred responsibilities but allowed himself 
to have a little fun every now and then. “After all,” He thought, “A man’s got needs.” 
He smiled to himself as he fixed his tie, imagining his betrothed with a nice heavy pair 
of her own, smiling lovingly up at him as she sank to her knees and... 

“Paul?” she called up. Paul shook his head and cleared the daydream from his 
mind. He rubbed some talc over his body, slipping into some comfortable slacks and 
rubbing some pomade through his hair. 

“Coming dear, just a moment.” He called down. 

He took a swig of mouthwash and grinned into the mirror. Stepping out onto the 
landing he cast a glance down towards the kitchen hallway, making sure his love was 
out of sight. He turned back to his bevy of bountiful beauties, carefully opening the 
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curio and then placing a gentle kiss on each of the photos. Secreting them 
back away inside his display case Paul ambled down the stairs to greet his 
fiancé properly. 

“Morning love.” He smiled charmingly, radiating warmth. 

Sammy poured him a cup of tea and then stepped back awaiting his 
approval. He nodded his thanks and she smiled and sat down across from 
him. 


Paul had no reservations about Sammy’s ‘innocence’. He knew very 
well that she was constantly cajoling him into spending money on her, 
trying to equate affection with how much he would give her. He enjoyed 
stringing her along a bit though, so he hadn’t confronted her about that 
particular trait of hers... yet. 

He planned now to ‘test’ just how devoted to him she really was. 

“Sammy,” he said after sipping the tea a bit and with his tone he indicated 
gravity and seriousness. Sammy leaned in a bit and her eyes fanned out in 
wide anticipation of his words. “I want you to know that I love you very 
much and that you’re a wonderful partner. You know that I want you to be 
my wife but there’s something that I want you to do for me.” 

Sammy nodded - listening but growing slightly apprehensive at the 
apparent seriousness that his tone implied. 

“Now, it’s not some big thing that I want... but it’s very important to 
me. Still I want you to know that if you can’t do it for me, I’ll understand 
but if you could, it would mean a lot to me.” 

Sammy furrowed her brow, unsure of what to say but she wanted to 
please her love and so she nodded, “Anything - anything for you Paul. 
Whatever it is, P’ l do it.” 

“Now, now - not so fast my darling, it’s not something I would ask of 
you lightly because I don’t want to impose upon your sensibilities. I don’t 
want you to think ill of me, but this is something that would give me an 
enormous amount of happiness, if you would do it for me.” 

Sammy nodded, now slightly annoyed, she felt as though Paul were 
ignoring her a bit now. “Of course but whatever it is I will do it, I love you 
so much.” 

Paul made a moue, as though considering whether she were being serious 
or not. “Well, if that’s the case then you will have made me a very happy 
man.” Sammy looked at him, urging him to go on. “It’s not very much 
really,’ Paul added, “In fact, it might seem small or even silly to you but 
it’s something that I’ ve wanted for a long time and something that I haven’t 
felt comfortable sharing with other women in the past.” 

Sammy blushed, thinking that Paul was going to talk about something 
private to do with sex... and wondering just how many spending trips she 
could get out of whatever peculiarity it might be. 








“Sammy, since I want to marry you, since I want you to be my wife... 
Will you do this for me?” 

“Paul, please, tell me what it is, now you’ ve got me all curious.” Sammy 
insisted. 

“Of course.” Now it was Paul’s turn to blush. “Well... it’s kind of 
personal and it’s going to affect you in a very personal way, but, I was 
hoping that you would understand that this is not something I ask lightly.” 
Sammy nodded, growing nervous again. 

“You are my vision of loveliness, my perfect peach, but,” and he sighed, 
“I feel embarrassed now to be bringing this up...” 

“Go on, please. Whatever it is, you can tell me.” Sammy pleaded. 

“Well, my love, I don’t know if you noticed but my previous, ahem, 
dates...” He nodded towards the upstairs landing and Sammy winced a 
bit, again mentally drawing a comparison between herself and the other, 
more ‘well developed’ women. 

Sammy waited, unsure of what Paul was going to say. Paul tried to 
find the words, and then decided to just sort of be blunt, “Would you, um,” 
He coughed, “Consider maybe, letting me take you to a doctor for a 
consultation?” Not as blunt as he could be but he wanted to ease her into 
the idea. 

Sammy sort of had an idea of what he was talking about, but wasn’t 
sure, still, it slightly offended her if he was suggesting what she thought he 
was. 

“Paul,” She said, her voice rising and slightly irritated. 

Paul swallowed, aware of the ire in her voice. He watched her start to 
stand up and then sit down again, as though unsure of herself. She looked 
at him, staring him in the eye and he sighed and returned her gaze. He 
couldn’t back down now. 

“Paul do you mean what I think you mean?” Paul smiled his best 
disarming smile back at her, but she gave him a glower. He pursed his lips 
and considered his next plan of attack. 

“Okay honey, if it bothers you that much we’ 11 just forget I ever brought 
itup.” He stood from the table, leaving his tea and his fiancé and retreating 
quickly back up to his room. 

Sammy sat at the table. She was offended. The very notion it was so 
offensive... Afew minutes passed. She sipped her tea. She sighed. Maybe 
he hadn’t meant what she had thought. She wasn’t as sure now. She 
leaned her head back, contemplating. Even if he meant what she thought 
he meant - she thought as she glanced down at her chest - it wouldn’t hurt 
that much for her to go through with it. 

After all, she mused, smiling, it wouldn’t hurt if she ever needed to reel 
in some other sucker. In fact the more she thought about it the better of an 
idea it seemed. She would get Paul to pay for them — of course - thinking 
he’d enjoy them. Then she could get some more shopping trips out of him 


and then - at the altar - she could burst into tears, complaining about how 
he only liked her for her body and then vamoose, perfect as pie. 

She walked slowly up the stairs, to the closed door. She would have to 
play this right, string it out, act the innocent and pure, vestal virgin part. 
She hesitated a moment later and then knocked. 

“Paul? Paul honey? ہ۲‎ sorry. Look, um, 1:11 do it okay? Pll go in for 
a consult, I won’t promise anything but 11ء1‎ do it.” She bit her lip, unsure 
of herself again. She glanced over at his curio, at the photographs and 
peered from the bosoms of the women over to her love’s beaming face in 
each one. Screw the bastard! If that’s how he wanted to play it she’d suck 
him dry for every last cent! 

She knocked again. 

She tried the doorknob, it opened. Paul was on the phone with someone. 
She frowned and he whispered into the receiver, hurrying his hushed 
conversation and then hanging up. Sammy grew suspicious, “Who was 
that?” 

“Just a friend.” Paul replied. 

“A friend?” Sammy asked dryly, her voice dripping with disbelief. 

“A friend buying a gift for his girlfriend,” Paul said, slightly defensively. 
Sammy curled her lip up in a half-sneer but she let it go. It was always 
possible that he was actually planning to surprise her with something. 
Especially after how rude he had been, well, she would not pry. 

“Okay,” she said. “So, P1 do it, okay? Pl go see this doctor but P’ m 
not going to promise anything.” Paul nodded. 

“Are you free today? I think he could actually squeeze you in.” Paul 
tried not to sound too pushy. 

Sammy gave him a coy look, as though she fully expected him to have 
her down for an appointment already. “Uh huh, P Il bet.” She said. “Fine, 
today it is then, we’ll get it out of the way.” If Paul had to get this thing out 
of his system then fine, the sooner the better. 

Paul beamed. “Great, get the car ready and 1:11 give him a call.” Sammy 
nodded. Before she headed out she did ask him exactly what kind of Doctor 
they were going to see though. 

“What does this Doctor do again Paul?” 

“Oh,” he replied smoothly, “he’s just a nutritionist.” 

Sammy seemed surprised but she hid it, sidling off towards the car. “A 
nutritionist!” she murmured to herself in the warming car, “Oh my, I had 
Paul pegged all wrong. How silly of me.” She leaned back in the passenger 
seat, relaxing and laid a hand daintily on her chest. 








Chapter 1. Dietary Supplements 


“So, Paul tells me that you’re a vegetarian?” The humble Doctor had 
given her a standard work-up and was now examining her chart. 

“Yes, that’s right.” Sammy said proudly. “I don’t eat animals, they’re 
defenseless.” 

The Doctor smiled politely, “You need more iron and more protein in 
your diet. I’m going to recommend a vitamin supplement specialized for 
your body. I want you to take one twice daily, one with breakfast and one 
with dinner.” He began writing her a script. Sammy was nodding, it 
sounded fair enough. 

“And all this silly fretting over nothing.” She thought to herself about 
earlier. “This whole time Paul just wanted to make sure I was healthy.” 
She took the scripts from the Doctor, there were two of them, and glanced 
at them. 

“So one’s a vitamin and the other is..?” 

“Yes, the vitamins and then another supplement to maintain a healthy 
balance, the instructions will be on the bottle. You’re a healthy young 
woman though, I don’t see you having any problems.” He smiled and then 
wished her well. 

She shrugged amiably, it all seemed copasetic. In fact Sammy was 
feeling chipper now. After receiving a clean bill of health she felt 
invigorated, as if a weight had been lifted from her. She had been kind of 
nervous when she and Paul had arrived: 

Paul had sat patiently in the waiting room while the Doctor had led her 
back to an exam room. He had weighed her, noting that she fell on the 
lighter side of the healthy scale, weighing in at 115 lbs. He had taken her 
height at the same time, of course and nodded and marked her down at 5’ 
4". Her waist was nicely formed at 26" or 27" depending on the measurer 
and her body was fit, firm yet yielding, youthful, and very healthy. 

The Doctor had given her a standard physical, including taking a small 
blood sample for analysis and had promised to call her with results if 
anything out of the ordinary showed up. 

She had then let him check her lungs and feel her body for problems. 
He had spent a little bit too much time checking her breasts for ‘lumps’ but 
he was a Doctor and it hadn’t made her feel overly uncomfortable. Maybe 
she was just being paranoid but she thought he was making more notations 
than necessary during that procedure. Still, it had been simple and quick 
and now here she was, healthy and with a few prescriptions for some vitamin 
supplements. All in all, she felt good. 

She exited to the waiting room and found Paul on his cell phone. He 
quieted down when she got near, which annoyed her but she let him have 
his little secret - whatever it was. Her eyes shown as she imagined him 
arranging a nice candlelit evening for the two of them, reservations at Don 
Quixote maybe..? That would be nice, she thought. 


She handed him the scripts, telling him to stop by a pharmacy on the 
way home. She felt tired now, just after having finished with the check-up 
and now being faced with the prospect of some tedium. She kissed Paul on 
the cheek and then settled down to rest in the passenger seat as Paul pulled 
out of the parking lot. 

Paul called the prescriptions in, driving to a pharmacy pick-up window 
and motioning to his sleeping passenger. He fished her ID out of her purse 
and showed it to the woman at the window. She sort of snuck a look down, 
looked at Sammy’s sleeping form and then nodded, comparing it to the 
woman on the ID. She took Paul’s money and handed the supplements 
over. They weren’t exactly controlled substances they were dealing with, 
just some vitamins really. 

Paul’s next stop, however, was to a pharmacist who didn’t operate out 
of a shop. Guiding the car down backstreets he ended up in an alley and 
slipped some cash to a seedy looking man in a long coat. The man leaned 
in and the two of them exchanged a hushed and hurried conversation: 

“This is it?” Paul asked. 

“Yeah man, its like, its like what you asked for, hum, hmm, um, yeah.” 
The man in the coat seemed kind of wound up. 

“And it’s good - not some junk, right?” Paul gave him a piercing look. 

“Yeah man, straight from the farm to you, Im the middleman, no 
meddling.” He sort of broke into a goofy grin after saying this, as though 
to say, ‘Hey, that’s my motto.’ 

“And this is the same stuff?” Paul looked over at Sammy, making sure 
she was sleeping, he lowered his voice, “This is the same stuff they give 
the cows right, to make them produce more?” 

The man in the coat giggled, as though the mention of cows was funny, 
but then composed himself and nodded, he nodded vigorously, his hands 
twitching a bit. Paul gave him a disapproving look but then took the bag 
he offered. 

He peered into it, noticing the factory seal and label, nodding. “Okay,” 
he said, putting the car back into drive, “It looks legit. If I need any more 
1:11 call you.” 

The man in the coat danced gleefully back from the car, running his 
hand over the cash Paul had paid him. He retreated back into the shadows, 
humming to himself. 


Paul stopped at the next McDonald’s and ran into the bathroom. He 
took the vitamins from the pharmacy and the bovine growth supplements 
he had bought from the man both in with him. Getting a little privacy in 
the stall he quickly broke the seal on both products and using the bag to 
collect the real vitamins, he began slowly pouring the bovine growth pills 
into the vitamin bottle. He screwed the cap back on and then examined the 








second supplement Sammy had been given. It said to take once weekly, 
and was some sort of fiber tablet. He laughed at his good luck. 

Reaching his hand into his pocket he took out the small bag of estrogen 
tablets, super-concentrated, that he had ordered off of the internet. They 
were supposed to be for men who were ‘interested’ in womanhood but 
they were also perfect for his proposed plan. After Sammy had ingested 
and taken enough of the bovine hormone into her system to warrant growth, 
the once weekly estrogen concentrate would — hopefully - provide the 
catalyst necessary to get her body to... Paul was all jittery, that would 
come happen if happened. For now he just needed to get the fiber 
supplements out of the little bottle they came in and get the estrogen catalyst 
in. 

His hands fumbled with the cap and he grunted. A few moments later 
he had spilled the fiber supplements all over the floor. He ignored them 
and poured the estrogen pills into the bottle. Bending down he picked the 
fiber tablets up and then threw out all of the pharmacy’s stuff. Tidying 
himself up at the bathroom sink, he stuck the ‘newly filled’ prescriptions 
back into his pockets and then went to the restaurant’s counter to order. 

“Hmmm,” He thought, “What to get Sammy.” He wanted something 
fatty, something that would put some meat on her. He ordered her a double 
quarter pounder with cheese and then got himself a chicken sandwich filet. 
He paid and went back out to the car. Sammy was stirring a bit, the sun 
was starting to hit her and the car was starting to get a bit stuffy. 

Paul fixed a big smile on his face and then presented her with her meal, 
making sure to appear to be breaking the seal on the pills for the first time 
as he offered her a Sprite. 

She smiled at him and took the bottles from him, saying “Its okay, 1 
take them.” Paul nodded and then ignored what she was doing, purposefully 
turning his attention to his sandwich. 

Sammy inspected the bottles, reading the labeling on both. She put the 
once weekly bottle into her purse (chalking up the broken seal to Paul’s 
bumbling attempt to help open them) and tapped one pill out from the 
vitamin supplement. She took a sip of the Sprite and then swallowed the 
pill. “Gah!” She said, it was big enough for a horse! She put a smile back 
on her face and shook her head. It had felt kind of big but she had managed 
it. 

Turning her attention back to the meal she realized she was famished. 
It wasn’t something she’d usually eat but she remembered that she hadn’t 
eaten anything for breakfast. She dug into the fatty sandwich with zeal. 
Paul meanwhile, just smiled at her, his gaze lingering for a bit over her 
chest. 


Chapter 2. “This statement has 
not been evaluated by the FDA” 


Sammy yawned and then settled down to sleep. She was glad that Paul 
was letting her stay over at his place, in the spare room, mind you, but it 
was a Start. She didn’t know what had brought his sudden affection on but 
she wasn’t knocking it. 

He had always been kind of ‘prudish’ when it came to sex. It wasn’t 
that he wasn’t interested - she knew he was as, she caught his lecherous 
glances from time to time - but that he was adamant about waiting until 
marriage. Something about ‘responsibilities to each other’ or something 
like that. 

Well, it wasn’t like she didn’t want to get married, for all her seeming 
daintiness Sammy was looking forward to having Paul wrapped around 
her finger. The first thing she’d do would be to get rid of those pictures in 
the curio upstairs, of course. She smiled to herself, moving her hand down 
a bit, so that she was fondling her thighs. 

The next thing she’d do would be to nag Paul until he acquiesced to 
letting her have her own credit card, she stuck her hand down beneath her 
panties, softly petting herself. Then the next thing she’d do is go out and 
buy some very nice, new things for herself, she started to rub herself, moving 
her fingertips over her clit and mons. She grinned, imaging herself 
surrounded by opulence, not needing to move a muscle, having all of her 
needs taken care of... Mmmm, she moaned, rubbing herself harder, with 
Paul slaving away each day to make more money for her... Mmmmmmm, 
she started to frig herself in earnest, rubbing her fingers over her little 
nubbin just right... She slid another hand up to play with her nipples and 
moaned some more. 

She fell asleep at peace, content, dreaming of lush and luxurious 
trappings of wealth. 

Paul meanwhile was busy at work on his newest project. He had finished 
reviewing the side effects and dosage recommendations for cows and then 
had done some math - calculating the average weight of a full grown heifer 
versus the weight of his girlfriend-cum-fiancé. He wished there was some 
way he could make the Bovine Growth Hormone pills smaller but that 
would indicate obvious tampering. Besides, she had already taken two 








today, one at lunch and one at dinner (he had taken her out to a great 
French restaurant and made sure she had a nice helping of Chocolate Mousse 
afterwards.) So she was already familiar with their size. 

Still, he was a little worried, what with her taking such a large dose. 
Two a day... Why, a cow normally only takes one a week... He cringed. 
What was he doing... was this moral? Was it right? He shook his head, 
chiding himself, of course this wasn’t moral but this was what he wanted, 
this was what would make him happy. 

He kicked himself for not having the courage to ask her what he had 
wanted to ask her earlier that day - if she would go in for a consult with a 
plastic surgeon, a skin Doctor. He knew when she had gotten defensive 
that it would be a hard sell. Still, this was kind of a devious alternative. 
Maybe he should come clean with her? 

He got up and walked to the bathroom, steeling himself. He looked 
himself in the eye and took out his razorblade. He lathered up and then 
started to meticulously clean his face of stubble. Staring at his impeccable 
complexion he resolved himself to see this thing through. Winners never 
quit. Now that he had started, he needed to finish it. 

Slapping some aftershave on he felt the brisk sting and was renewed by 
it. He felt alive, this was so much fun, he just needed to revel in it. 

He hopped back on his computer and fired up the image he had wanked 
to earlier. Immediately he got a hard-on staring at the mammoth tits that 
confronted him. His erection persisted while he loaded the file up in 
photoshop. 

A few hours later he had finished his project, he had successfully merged 
the image of the gorgeous, top heavy woman with an existing picture of 
him to create an entirely artificial coupling. Printing it out on his photojet 
he went to his closet and took out a small 4x6 frame. Inserting the photo 
into the frame he snuck out into the hallway (careful to be quiet with Sammy 
sleeping downstairs) and opened his curio. 

He took one of the other beauties out and put this one in its place. He 
didn’t want to add to the overall number, and it kept him feeling fresh to 
keep them on rotation. Still, the one he had taken out was one of his all 
time favorites. He stared down at her abundant helpings of cleavage. He 


smiled to himself, feeling a rush of manliness. 








Seating himself on the edge of his bed he put her picture on his nightstand, grabbing 
his hand lotion and lubing up. He stroked himself, closing his eyes briefly and imagining 
the effects the hormones Sammy had ingested were having on her, how they were 
saturating her body. He opened his eyes and fixated on the gorgeous chest before him, 
then closed his eyes and imagined Sammy’s chest blowing up like a balloon. 

He stroked his hard cock, running his hand up and down its shaft, picturing the 
hormones as little nanites all rushing to Sammy’s chest, all pushing out all at once, 
causing it to expand, to grow, at a rapid rate, until she started to grow massive and her 
shirt popped open. He played that image over in his head, seeing her shirt pop open, 
flashing his eyes open to stare at his photoshopped love and then closing them again, 
imagining Sammy’s face on her body... 

He came, hard, into a Sammy’s pairs of panties. He had used it before for clean up 
and it was ‘well used’ by now. He still remembered the thrill he had gotten when he 
had sneaked it out of Sammy’s apartment after visiting her on one of their first dates. 

He had taken it into the bathroom - her bathroom. Perched on her toilet, he had cum 
in it for the first time then - still in her apartment - with her spread out on the couch, 
awaiting his return. He had considered returning the cum-stained panties to her dresser 
but had ultimately decided to take them as a trophy. 

He still smiled thinking back to how he had emerged from the bathroom, feeling 
refreshed and content, only to frustrate an already sexed up and halfway drunk Sammy 
on their second date. He had enjoyed playing the ‘stalwart’ steward, urging her advances 
away and graciously informing her that it ‘just wasn’t time’ to do that yet. 

He had her wrapped all around his finger, he knew... he yawned, lay down and 
drifted off to pleasant dreams... 

Sammy turned over in her sleep, imagining what it would be like after they married... 
how easy life would be for her, dreaming of how whipped Paul would be once they 
were wed, how easily she could command him to serve her... She smiled and fell into 
an even deeper sleep... 

Meanwhile her body was absorbing the ‘medicine’ she had taken earlier and various 
atoms and proteins were rearranging themselves, readying themselves for the eventual 
‘push.’ 


“Paul?” She said at breakfast the next morning. 

“Mmm?” 

“Do you love me?” Sammy asked, innocently. 

“Of course I do, my love.” Paul replied easily. 

“Will you take me shopping today?” Sammy batted her eyes coquettishly. 

Paul laughed, in between bites of his omelet. Come to think of it though, he probably 
should take her shopping soon, he smiled to himself, she would need some new bras. 

“Of course my darling, right after lunch, okay?” Sammy smiled at his response and 
went back to eating her large breakfast. She didn’t know why but she had gained an 
appetite overnight. Paul poured her another glass of milk and then gently reminder her 


to take her pill. 
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Sammy smiled and playfully opened her mouth, inviting Paul to put it 
in. Paul smiled back and obligingly opened the pill bottle and got out one 
of the mammoth cow pills. He pushed his thumb and forefinger into her 
mouth, shoving the pill gently in between her lips. Sammy flashed her 
eyes amorously and moved her tongue around his fingers, then gagged a 
bit as she tried to swallow the pill. Paul removed his fingers and grabbed 
the cup of milk, brining it to her lips and giving her some of the liquid to 
drink. 

Sammy choked a bit but then sputtered and swallowed as the milk poured 
into her mouth. A copious amount had spilled down onto her top, leaving 
her breasts soaked and chilly. She fanned her face with her hands, as though 
trying to ease the pain of the half-choke through waving at it. Paul waited 
patiently and then, when she had calmed a bit, offered her some paper 
towels, smiling at her. 

She took them and then had another coy thought, taking his hands and 
using them to clean her bosom. Paul grinned down at her, rubbing his 
hands and the towels over her smallish breasts, cleaning the spilled milk as 
best as it could be. After a few moments her chest was relatively dry 
although it was much easier to see her bra and nipples. 

Paul pretended to blush at this and Sammy looked down, then scowled 
when she saw her nips through the fabric. She stood up gloweringly but 
only in a half-hearted manner and hurried off to the spare room to grab a 
change of clothes. 

“I guess we can buy you some new tops while we’re there, hmm love?” 
Paul called teasingly after her. She made some sort of mock offended 
retort and Paul smiled. 

After lunch, the two of them went to the mall. 

Sammy put some sunglasses on and checked her hair in the mirror, she 
had it swept back from her forehead, with a purple pastel floral band holding 
it in place - her raven locks draping back down and cascading around her 
shoulders. She checked her make up next, reapplying a little bit of blush to 
her cheeks and then kissing the stick to get her lips a nice and even red. 
Rubbing her lips together she evened it out some more and then ran a nail 
into her mouth to tap a bit of food out from the meal. Checking her reflection 
once more she was satisfied and ready to go out. 

Paul meanwhile was looking up at the sky, admiring the weather and 
checking his wallet, hoping to get done with this trip without spending too 
much. He idly watched as Sammy applied her cosmetics, on the one hand 
fascinated with the process but on the other not wanting her to become 
self-conscious... Well, more so then she already was. He made a mental 
note to tell her how pretty she was once she finished. 

Sammy finished and got out of the car, standing up to embrace the 
warm sun. 

“Oh darling, you look very pretty.” Paul said. 








Sammy smiled and thanked him, leaning in for a kiss before thinking 
better of it and sort of kissing him from a safe distance, not wanting to 
smear her lipstick. Paul nodded, kissing her back from where he was, and 
then took her arm in his and they headed off. 


A few hours later Paul was weighted down with packages and his wallet 
was almost empty. What was worse - they hadn’t even gotten to a lingerie 
store yet. Thus far, it had been mostly cosmetics, perfumes, the latest 
fashions that she just had to have “Oh please Paul, please, I won’t ask you 
for anything ever again if I can just have this one dress, oh its so pretty, oh 
and don’t you like it, don’t you think it looks good on me?” 

He did, of course, think it looked good on her but the price was 
unbearable. Still, she had been so good in taking her pills for him, even if 
it was unknowingly, that he wanted to treat her. Still, he grimaced, he 
didn’t know if it was worth all this. He groaned as she touted another 
dress before him, making a whining, pleading scene. 

“Enough,” Paul said finally, anger overly apparent in his voice. Sammy 
recoiled. Paul eased himself down a bit, coaching his tone. “Enough honey.” 
He said far more pleasantly. “I’m hungry,” He added, disarming the 
situation, “Let’s take a break for lunch.” 

Sammy nodded, knowing not to push the issue. Still she couldn’t help 
but ask the clerk how long they would have that particular dress in stock. 


Paul had bundled the packages up and run them out to the car, telling 
Sammy to find a place to eat in the mall while he was gone. Back out at 
the car he considered the receipt in his hand and noted which things had 
been the priciest. He couldn’t return too many of them but a few discreet 
returns would do wonders to this outing’s bottom line. He grabbed the 
three things that had cost the most and took them back to the outlying 
department store from whence they had come. 

A bit later, he had recouped some of his losses and hopefully not incurred 
the wrath of his fiancé. He hurried over to the food court, after tossing the 
damning receipt into a waste bin — glancing at his watch he realized he 
was probably starting to try Sammy’s patience. 


“Hi honey, sorry I took so long. I had trouble finding you.” He lied. 

“Oh, that’s okay Paul, I’ve just been trying out these free samples from 
the Chinese restaurant.” She giggled. “I think they’re about ready to cut 
me off.” 


Paul smiled at her and then glanced at the fellow who was giving out 
the free samples. “We’ll go buy some, okay?” Sammy nodded. 

They ordered some Chinese and then sat down, Paul rubbed his eye and 
Sammy smoothed out her dress. They began to eat, Paul with his reasonably 
seasoned chicken and mixed vegetables and Sammy with her slathered 
and fried General Tso’s chicken. 

Paul reasoned she must have put on two to three pounds just in fat over 
the past few days, and that she was eating really beyond her normal appetite. 
He had to say that he was impressed. The man he had bought them from - 
while seedy in appearance and demeanor - seemed to have delivered the 
goods on this one. He smiled to himself, imagining where all of that fat 
would hopefully be going, if this all worked out as planned. 

Paul leaned back, looking to the left and darting his eyes to the right, so 
as to surreptitiously glance as his love’s bosom. He pursed his lips, 
considering, it was hard to tell. It could be that they had grown a bit but it 
was subtle either way and of course, it was always possible that she was 
wearing a push-up for going out. He stroked his chin, thinking of how to 
know for sure. 

“So, Samantha, I was thinking...” Sammy glanced up as Paul spoke. 
She gave him a quizzical look, in-between mouthfuls. She knew that 
whenever he called her by her proper name he had something on his mind. 

“What say you and 1 head over to Victoria’s Secret and look at making 
a few purchases together?” He finished wryly. 

Sammy smiled, gulping down her food, “Sure, sounds good Tiger,” she 
winked and then sipped at her drink. Several minutes later, after Sammy 
had gone over to the concourse again to grab an after meal snack, the two 
departed the area. 

Paul held Sammy’s hand and the two of them entered the lingerie store. 
Dropping hands they walked further in and began looking around, Paul 
glancing at stuff and Sammy occasionally running her hands over the 
merchandise. 

Paul patted his wallet, secure from his earlier returns to know that he 
could afford what he wanted to get here. 

He waited a few minutes, and then, casually, almost as though the thought 
were too languid of an idea to have actually formed in his head, he said 
“Why don’t we go try on some bras?” Sammy frumped a bit at the idea, 
not wanting her cup size to come up in conversation but acquiesced as Paul 
walked over towards them. Obviously he wanted something racy and she 
didn’t mind showing him a little love after he had bought her so many nice 
things earlier. 

Still, she raised an eyebrow as he held up a bra which was obviously 
too large for her. He appeared to have remembered that and put it down, 
then picking one up that was, this time, obviously too small for her. She 
made an angry face, she wasn’t sure if he was trying to be cute because she 
was sure he knew exactly what her size was (she could still remember him 








asking her and then trying to hide his disappointment on their first date) 
but after looking at his face she decided to err on his side and believe that 
it was perhaps possible that he honestly didn’t remember. 

“Here, let me do that.” She said, edging him out of the way. She grabbed 
the 32B size of the style he was looking at and took it into the dressing 
room. Paul watched her go and then idly began playing with the strap on 
the next size up. 

She waited patiently, imagining Sammy trying it on, pulling it tight, 
trying to get it to clasp, and then giving up and coming back out and needing 
to get the one he was currently playing with, the 34C one. In his fantasies 
she then had trouble getting that one on as well and came back out with the 
36D one (Paul wasn’t very good when it came to cup sizes and their math, 
so he just sort of added 2 inches to each cup size.) 

Sammy broke his reverie by coming back out triumphantly with the bra 
she had initially gone in with, or at least poking out of the dressing room 
with it on and beckoning him forward. Paul hid his disappointment but 
nevertheless eagerly jumped at the chance to see her in the bra. 

Sammy spun around for him, modeling her chest, showing off the tiger- 
print bra Paul had fancied, jumping up and down a bit for his benefit. Paul 
smiled and genuinely was pleased to see her this way, leaning forward for 
a kiss. Sammy shook her head, indicating her lipstick, and Paul demurred, 
slightly frustrated. “She cares more about how she looks then me 
sometimes,” he fumed. 

He smiled and politely clapped for her modeling efforts, and then excused 
himself when she indicated that she was going to change back. 

“It looks good,” he said to a nosy store clerk who had wanted to make 
sure no funny business was going on in the changing room. She raised an 
eyebrow at him but went back to her pricing duties. 

Paul waited patiently up by the counter, idly eyeing some of the plus 
sized women who walked into the store, trying to determine at a glance 
what cup size they were, and wishing to god that his fiancé wasn’t so 
damned small. Still, he mused, it was possible that the thing just took 
more time to take effect. 

Or maybe he had gotten the doses wrong? What if it had less of an 
effect on people because of their faster metabolisms or something? He 
certainly wasn’t a doctor but he was impatient, it should be having an 
effect by now, right? 

He tried thinking of a way of getting Sammy to take more of the pills. 


Later that evening, after they had gotten back with their purchases, and 
Paul had, to his relief, gotten away with returning a few of the items (there 
were so many that Sammy had not noticed, other than needing him to point 


out that ‘You tried that one on but didn’t get it, I think’) they relaxed in his 
den. 

Paul picked out some light evening music to put on and Sammy got a 
bottle of wine from the cellar. Paul had palmed one of the pills from 
Sammy’s purse, thinking that he could slip it into her drink. 

Sammy returned with a good vintage and Paul agreed emphatically. 
She started off towards the kitchen but Paul interrupted, “Allow me.” He 
said and Sammy smiled and nodded. She sat down in one of the plush 
chairs and let him head off towards the kitchen. They had just enjoyed a 
nice repast, at which time Sammy had taken another of the pills, her evening 
‘vitamin’ but Paul was still frustrated by their slow effect. 


He scanned the kitchen for something to grind the pill up with, wishing 
for amoment that it was a capsule so that he could easily dump its contents 
out. Putting the pill into a small ceramic bowl, he grabbed a polished rock 
paperweight. Using his makeshift mortar and pestle he ground the pill up. 
It was slow work, so he called out, “Would you like some ice cream, honey?” 

Sammy thought about it for a few moments, decided that she was still 
hungry, that the three-course dinner hadn’t really filled her up. She called 
back “Yes, two scoops please, vanilla?” Paul called back an affirmative 
and finished grinding the pill up into a grainy powder. 

He got out the ice cream, scooping one for himself and two scoops for 
his betrothed. He sprinkled the ground-up pill powder onto her ice cream 
and then covered it in hot fudge. 

Taking the dishes out to the den he hurried back into the kitchen to pour 
the wine. Coming out again with the drinks he settled down across from 
her and watched as she eagerly dug in. He relaxed with a book on world 
affairs and sipped from his drink, taking the occasional spoonful of his ice 
cream, while Sammy dug ravenously into her food, ignoring the ‘Glamour’ 
magazine she had been reading. 

Afterwards Paul invited her to stay over another night - which she happily 
agreed to do. “It’s late and I don’t want you driving home, why don’t you 
spend the night here again? In the spare room, of course,” he added. 

“Of course,” she said, giving him a slightly catty look. 








Chapter 3, Dude Ranch 


Paul had never been an outstandingly successful man but he was good 
at what he did. He managed his money well and he’d inherited a reasonable 
sum when his parents had passed away. He wasn’t loaded by any standard 
but he had amassed a comfortable amount and was conservative in his 
expenses and shrewd in his investments. His lifestyle left him with a great 
deal of free time. 

He liked to get a return on an investment though and after all of the 
time and energy he had spent ‘developing’ Sammy he was starting to get 
impatient. She had yielded some nice dividends in terms of her affection 
and her beauty but he wanted more. She certainly charged him an arm and 
a leg in upkeep (not that he minded buying her nice things) but he simply 
couldn’t justify keeping her around - much less marrying her - if she didn’t 
settle down a bit and also give him a greater return on his time and energy. 

So he wrote down a little math formula, where X was what he was 
giving and Y was what he was getting. He ended it with the statement, 
where Y is ‘Why should she care...” Therein, he knew, lied the crux. She 
was getting far more out of this relationship then he. He didn’t think her 
particularly manipulative or deceptive but if she were to decide to leave 
him, all he would have were the expenses she had accumulated for him 
(spending sprees, shopping trips, mall visits...) and very little else. 

Paul cupped his chin again. There was the matter of love, he loved her 
and she loved him but he wasn’t sure exactly what that was. It was an 
intangible. It was nice but it didn’t put food on the table. He grimaced in 
chagrin, he was being kind of cynical, he realized but still he would be 
damned if this marriage was going to put him in the poorhouse. 

Still, he couldn’t bring himself to cut her off, he loved seeing her happy. 
If only there was some way of making her content with less. Of somehow... 
“1 don’t know!” He threw his hands up in the air, rambling wildly now. 
“Of somehow domesticating her...” He said to the room at large. 

He paused... Yes, domesticating her, as the bard would put it, “Taming 
the Shrew.” Not that she was a shrew of course, he smiled to himself but 
she did need taming. He checked his wallet. Yes, she needed to be put on 
a short, ahem - metaphorically speaking - leash. 

A few moments later he realized, that he had the means to that end. He 
had been doing a little more research and he believed — although, obviously 
he couldn’t be sure - he was fairly certain that the answer to their combined 
happiness had been there all along. 

“Simplify, simplify.” He said, quoting Thoreau. “Oh honey?” He called, 
listening for a response. 

“Yes dear?” She called. 

“Come up here, there’s something I want to show you.” He shouted. 

Sammy climbed the stairs, the sound of her patent pumps evident on 
the hard wood floor. 


“To a ranch?” She asked incredulously. “You want to take a trip to a 
ranch?” She furrowed her brow. “Whatever for?” 

“Well, it will give us a chance to get away from the hubbub of urban 
life for awhile, you know, just get out into nature and enjoy the fresh air.” 

“Uh-huh...” She said, obviously not sold on the idea. She imagined all 
of the modern luxuries they would be leaving behind. 

“It’s a very nice place, state of the art. Very clean and with ranch hands 
and training facilities on the premises.” 

“Training facilities?” Sammy questioned. 

“You know, in case you want to learn to ride a horse or something.” 

“Oka-ay.” She said, obviously trying to get her mind around the idea of 
not being near any malls... “So,” She added, “Where, with who would we 
exactly be staying?” 

“Oh you'll love this. A farmer, and his wife, a very cute couple, well, 
you know, old-fashioned, traditional, down-home...” 

Sammy nodded; it did have a certain appeal to it, like an earthy quality. 
Why, this might give her something of a conversation starter to talk with 
the girls at the salon about. She could tell that Paul was obviously excited 
about the prospect. 

“Alright. So, for how long Paul? How long is this trip going to be?” 

Paul smiled, since she was using his proper name he could tell that she 
was now negotiating and likely wanted it to get the length of their stay 
down to just a few days or a week at most. 

“Oh, just a few days, to a week at most.” He said — knowing that was 
what she had been hoping for. 

Sammy tugged on her ear, obviously considering the idea now. “Can I 
bring my things, you know, my accessories and stuff?” 

“Of course, I wouldn’t have you without your accoutrements.” Paul 
comforted. 

Sammy didn’t know what that meant so she asked again “Ok... but can 
I bring my stuff with me though?” 

Paul smiled and nodded. Sammy was kind of taking to the idea now, it 
would be like a little sight seeing trip. Slumming, you know, seeing the 
people but not really having to talk to them. She smiled, imagining how 
she - a real city person - would appear to all of the little folk. 

“Okay Paul, I suppose that would be alright, when do you want to go?” 

“Pack your bags honey, I’ve got us reservations and then afterwards, 
when we get back, I’ve got you booked for three days at the spa!” Paul 
knew that this would seal the deal, and indeed, Sammy gushed in response. 

“Oh Paul,” she squealed, “Oh that’s wonderful!” She ran off to pack. 

Paul smiled to himself, going over, in his mind, the real proposed 
itinerary of the trip. “No return on investment my ass,” he said, discounting 








the efficacy of the earlier tried ‘Bovine’ pills. If he ever found that seedy 
little man in a coat again, he’d give him an earful about customer 
satisfaction. 


They arrived the next day, taking coach from the East coast to Texas. 
“Coach,” Sammy grumbled, at which Paul explained that they were reserve 
first-class for the way back. 

“A mix-up, obviously,” He explained, when she whined and asked why 
they didn’t have first-class ‘now-w-w-w’ in a nasally voice. 

Paul smiled at her and mollified her with in-flight alcohol and the new 
issue of some fashion magazine that she liked. He had was surprised that 
he hadn’t noticed what a needy person she was and how childish she could 
be. 

The realization made him all the more glad that he had arranged to 
have her ‘handled’ once they arrived at the ranch. 

After getting off the plane and driving about two hours from the airport, 
during which time Sammy plagued Paul with “Paul, where are we?” and 
Paul had explained that he knew where they were and that she didn’t need 
to trouble herself with directions, after that two hour drive, they arrived at 
the ranch. 

“Here we are sweetums, just relax and let me take care of everything, I 
hear they have world class refreshments here.” 

Sammy quieted down some once she was able to stretch her legs. She 
stretched and leaned back and forth, easing the tension out of her back. 
For some reason her back had started to hurt a bit over the past few days. 

As Paul climbed out of the car he was greeted by a ranch hand who 
then tossed a glance over at Sammy and congratulated Paul on having 
such a ‘looker.’ Paul looked over at Sammy then as well, noticing her 
bosom was more prominent than before, seeing how full it looked as she 
leaned back and stretched out her back. 

“Well, thank you,” Paul said, tipping his hat to the hand. 

“Right this way folks.” The ranchman instructed. “My name’s Randy, 
other guy here is Clive, we’ll be taking care of y’all and later on you'll 
meet George, now he owns this here ranch and maybe his wife Bessy.” 

Sammy looked around, noticing the mud and the dirt, and smacking a 
fly from around her neck. She immediately regretted coming. 

“Um.” She began. “Is there a restroom around here somewhere?” She 
asked. 

“Right thattaway Ma’am,” Randy pointed to an outhouse on the other 
side of the bull pen. 

Sammy cringed but got overcame her distaste as she felt her cramps 
worsening. She hurried over to the outside facility. 


“Hi Randy, I’m Paul, would you mind giving me a hand with my fiance’s 
things?” 

“Oh, you all are en-gaged,” He said it with a bit of a drawl over the ‘en.’ 
“That’s nice, George and the missus here been married oh, umpteen years 
now. Sure, I’ll give yaa hand. Did you get a chance to meet Mr. Parsons?” 

“That’s George right, the ranch owner? Not yet but we spoke on the 
phone.” 

Randy nodded, then threw a nod over towards the outhouse, “And did 
your girl get a chance to meet him as well?” 

Paul sized Randy up, then nodded, “No Randy, my fiancé thinks we’re 
here on a tourist trip.” Paul stressed the word, indicating that they were 
not yet married, but were going to be. 

“Oh, oh,” Randy said, catching the implication, “I see, so y’all might 
have the good Mr. Parsons handle that. Good, that’s real good. Well, I 
won’t spoil the sur-prise,” He drawled over the ‘sur.’ 

“That’s mighty kind of you,” Paul said, without any trace of mockery. 
He liked Randy, or rather, he appreciated his help. This would be a difficult 
transition time for his fiancé, and he was glad that Randy here would help 
with her breaking in. 


“Mr. Parsons, what a pleasure to finally meet you in person.” Paul smiled 
at his host. 

“Oh, it’s a pleasure to meet you, we spoke on the phone but I couldn’t 
be sure that you actually wanted to avail yourself of our retreat’s special 
services until we met and I got a look at that fiancé of yours. Oh, and here 
she is now,” Sammy had just finished the discomforting task of using the 
outhouse and was now looking forward to a break here in the house. 

She held a hand out daintily to the farmer, inverted, so as to surrender it 
to his grasp. She was very lady-like, as Paul knew, he hoped that this trip 
would toughen her up a bit, ready her for his marriage bed. 

“Paul tells me that you’re Sammy, what a pleasure to meet you.” The 
old farmer shook her hand tightly, letting it go and smiling jovially. He 
was rather rotund, portly and reminded her of a Santa Claus figure. She 
smiled back at him, immediately feeling more at ease around the friendly, 
fatherly figure. 

“Please, make yourselves at home.” He continued. Paul settled in to an 
easy chair while Randy helped Sammy get her things in. Sammy eventually 
settled down on a stool and clasped her hands in her lap. She was tired, 
hungry and feeling a little bedraggled. On top of that she was surrounded 
by strangers... well, in a strange place at least, Mr. Parsons seemed nice 
enough and Randy seemed kind. 

“Where’s your wife?” Sammy asked abruptly. The men stopped what 
they were doing and the room grew quiet. Sammy realized that she would 








feel more comfortable if there were a motherly old woman around, someone 
to commiserate with. Mr. Parsons considered his words and Sammy 
wondered for a moment if she had touched on a sore subject. 

“She’s out in the barn, working right now, you’ll meet her later.” He 
assured her. 

Sammy certainly wasn’t going out to a barn, so she settled into her 
stool and made herself as comfortable as possible. She leaned down and 
smoothed out her knee socks, adjusting her heels to rest on the stool’s 
rungs, and then rubbed out her dresses’ creases and checked her makeup in 
her compact. The men stared at her a bit as she did this but she saw only 
Paul’s loving gaze. 

Paul was looking at her bosom, wondering if those pills had had an 
effect after all. He certainly didn’t want this trip to be superfluous, but 
then, as a wise investor, it was a good idea to diversify one’s portfolio. He 
nodded, wise and sage advise, if the ‘vitamin’ pills did eventually pay off 
this extra ‘investment’ he was making into Sammy’s future would certainly 
not hurt. 

He cracked his neck, palming a small sheet of notes and going over the 
figures. Yes, the two were almost separate projects, they overlapped on 
physical development, but here he was focusing a little more on her docility. 
He certainly couldn’t afford to have a ravenous consumer on his hands if 
he married her. He didn’t want to hurt her or lose her personality but a 
little less “me me me’ would do her good. 

He glanced over at Mr. Parsons who was looking back at him. “Let’s 
get started.” Paul mouthed. Sammy looked over at him and Paul played 
his mouthing off as stretching and yawning. She went back to her preening. 

Yes, Paul decided, upon second look, she did have a slightly larger 
rack. “Well,” He thought, rubbing his hands together, “That can only be a 
good sign of things to come.” 


Randy finished brining in her things, everyone was settled and Sammy 
had finished her self maintenance. She felt a lot better being in a house 
then being outdoors. Once she got a chance to meet the lady of the house 
she might actually start enjoying her stay. But for now she sat and thought 
about food, boy was she hungry. 

“Hullo Miss, I’m Clive, I work with Randy, we manage the ranch,” a 
burly man strode up to her an offered his soiled hand. Sammy managed a 
dainty curtsy and how-do-you-do but politely avoided touching him. 

He seemed not to take offense and strode off over to the common table 
to grab some grub. 

“Oh,” Sammy said, “I’m famished, could I have some food?” She 
realized how rude imposing like that might seem but she reckoned that the 
two of them - she and Paul - were guests and she was quite hungry. 


“Of course.” Mr. Parsons beamed. “How rude of me my dear, food for 
all, of course.” He clapped his hands together and then set about setting 
the table. Randy pitched in and the two of them soon had a small feast laid 
out. Clive grabbed a handful of vittles and then tipped his hat, excusing 
himself and heading back outside to tend to matters of the ranch. 

Paul continued to relax in his chair. He nudged his fiancé as she walked 
past and nodded towards her purse, she nodded back. Settling down at the 
table Sammy took one of her vitamins out of her purse and set it down on 
her plate. She took the goblet of milk that had been poured for her and 
then lifted it up. The whole room seemed to tense and stare as she was 
about to drink from it. 

A moment later she stopped and set the drink back down, rummaging 
about in her purse for a bit and then taking out a separate pill bottle. She 
had never taken one of these pills before; it was the ‘once weekly’ 
maintenance pill that the Doctor had prescribed. She blushed a little thinking 
about what it was for before popping it in her mouth and nestling the bottle 
back in her purse. 

Paul was sweating, he was watching Sammy’s throat, anticipating her 
swallowing. He had quite forgotten about the catalyst, the concentrated 
estrogen and was now kicking himself hard for his over planning. 

“No,” his mind was saying, “Yes!” his mind was saying. He gripped 
the arm of his chair, as Sammy hoisted the goblet of thick, creamy milk up 
to her lips. Paul just about pulled the arm off his chair, his teeth gritted, as 
his beautiful bride to be gulped a mighty mouthful of the warm, creamy 
milk and swallowed the pill down. She then picked up her vitamin, 
swallowed it down as well, remarking on how rich and sweet the milk was 
and then tucked into the large meal arrayed in front of her. 

Mr. Parsons smiled, watching her drain her goblet of milk. “Fresh 
squeezed, homegrown, buttermilk.” He said, his voice full of pride. 

“It’s very good.” Sammy said, her voice a little throaty. She swallowed 
again, the thick cream almost gooey in her throat. It tasted delicious, so 
rich and smooth. “It’s very good.” She repeated, smiling. 

“Good, I’m glad you like it,” Mr. Parsons replied, smiling back, “it’s 
my ranch’s specialty.” 

A warm, satisfying sensation wound through Sammy’s stomach and 
then tingled out through her body as she ate, the fortified milk causing her 
to feel relaxed and pleasant. She felt much better about coming here, almost 
blissful. She sleepily finished off her food, a large helping of turkey, mashed 
potatoes, gravy, some ham, buttered onions, and summer squash. She 
blinked, her eyes feeling heavy. Randy excused himself from the table and 
went to attend to the dishes. Mr. Parsons helped himself to some more 
ham, and Paul finally got up and walked over to the table. 

“Do you want to take a nap, honey?” Paul asked. 

“Yes, that would be nice.” Sammy replied. 

“Okay, just relax and Ill help you upstairs.” Paul helped Sammy stand 
up, she had trouble staying upright on her heels, he could see her eyes 








opening and closing. The combined effects of the milk, the turkey and the 
rest of the large meal were making her sleepy. She had already been tired 
when they had arrived and nervous and now, being able to relax, she was 
ready for some sleep. 

“Could you give me a hand?” Paul said to Clive as he came in from 
chores. Clive nodded and put his rough, workman’s hands around Sammy’s 
lithe bodice and lifted her up easily, like she was a sack of vegetables. He 
hefted her up over his shoulder and started climbing the stairs. Paul followed 
along behind, making sure that she was deposited safely in bed. 

Paul leaned in and kissed her brow, tucking her in and wishing her 
sweet dreams. He lingered for a moment, watching the gentle heaving of 
her chest, as it rose and fell with her breathing. He imagined it getting 
larger, in fact was certain that it was larger now, and then wondered what 
might happen now that she had ingested the catalyst. He pulled a chair up 
and settled in next to her sleeping form, watching to see what happened. 


Chapter 4. Catalyst 


Sammy breathed evenly, her chest rising and falling as she fell into a deeper sleep. 
Her body switched its vital functions to their lowest settings, just letting itself relax 
into a deep, almost catatonic state, as other more urgent messages, were trying to 
establish dominance in her mind. Her usually well regulated hormones seemed to be 
on a rampage. 

As she slept she dreamed, but quietly, deep back in the recesses of her subconscious 
and she entered R.E.M. Her body was starting to process the substances it had ingested; 
the vast quantities of fat that she had tucked away were being routed, by a routine 
usually called up during adolescence. 

It took awhile, her body was not used to this procedure but while it was rusty it was 
also well prepared for this phenomenon. Over the past couple of days it had been as 
though a squeaky wheel were being oiled, as though her body were being prepped and 
now here was the big day. She had taken bovine supplements for a week, twice daily, 
at very large doses for her body mass and now as her stomach digested it, the concentrate 
of estrogen was yelling at her body to ‘Move, Move, MOVE!’ 

Fat pulsed up from her stores - all of those copious amounts of gelatins and rich 
deserts, the mousse, the fatty ham, the whole chicken she had had the other night... 
All of it now was being marched to the beat of the estrogen drum, “Move, Move, 
MOVE!” 

As Paul watched, Sammy’s chest, heaving up and down, up and down, started to 
slowly, ever so subtly, expand. At first it was hardly noticeable, she breathed in and 
her chest expanded, she breathed out and it deflated, but as he watched, blinking in 
disbelief, he noticed a trend: As she breathed in her chest would inflate, but as she 
breathed out it would only partially deflate. He rubbed his eyes and fell forward out of 
his chair, getting closer to her sleeping form. 

“Move!” The beat pulsed. “Move!” It commanded. Sub-routines fired, her body’s 
systems all moved in response to the carefully calibrated cacophony of instructions 
that were now drowning out all other bodily functions. In her sleep, in her dream, she 
jumped. She felt something hot and heavy breathing on her neck, she turned ready to 
wrestle with it but it pounced on her and dragged her down. She fought it but started to 
yield because it felt so good. 

Her body’s hormones were in overdrive, the mound between her legs was wet and 
hot, weeping tears of joy at this great symphony of energy that was coursing through 
her body. Masses of fat continued to be directed up to her bosom, lodging in next to 
her mammaries, pumping along her body’s rivers to eventually deposit in the great 
lakes that were forming on her chest. 

All of this passed through Paul’s mind as he watched, and he happily murmured the 
phrase “Tidal estuaries.” As he gazed, fascinated, at his beau’s developments, or rather, 
her development. “Oh my, oh my.” He breathed, his breath becoming ragged, it was 
like a dam bursting, all of that week’s work, all of those calories, all of those pills, and 
now, this effect, all at once, was too much, it was too much... 

He watched as her shirt buttons started to strain, as he bra clasp strained. He reached 
an arm in and tried to roll her to her side, careful, not wanting to wake her. She stirred 
a bit but continued to sleep. 

He carefully eased her dress up over her shoulders, reaching down to undress her, 
working quickly to unclasp her bra and take both garments off of her sleeping body. 
He left the room, tossing a glance back over his shoulder and hurried to his own room. 
He rummaged through his bag until he got the collection of bras he had bought. He 
thanked himself for his foresight and ran back to Sammy’s room. 

He rolled her onto her back, so that her chest came back into view, and as it did he 
clapped a hand to his forehead, sweating again. “Why, she has to be at least a, a...” 


Paul muttered as he tried to estimate his fiancé’s new cup size. 


26 





Mr. Parsons, who had come upstairs to check on his guests finished his 
sentence for him, “Looks to me like she’s grown up quite a bit.” He smiled 
and put an arm on Paul’s shoulder. 

The two of them looked down at the sleeping beauty, where before her 
body had been very well proportioned, short but with well appointed hips 
and an average bust, she now had way beyond a normal cup size. 

“Is this normal? This is... This is surreal,” Paul said, feeling a little 
giddy. 

Mr. Parsons sat down on the bed next to Sammy, gently running a hand 
over her naked breasts, inspecting the skin for elasticity and tweaking the 
nipples, eliciting a slight moan from the sleeping girl. 

“T m not sure what you were feeding her...” George, Mr. Parsons, began. 
“But it seems to have synergized with what was in our milk.” 

“Um, um, the large pill was a Bovine Growth Hormone, twice daily, 
and the small one an estrogen compound, very concentrated, this is the 
first time she’s taken it.” 

Mr. Parsons laughed. “Well, she sure is coming along nicely.” He said, 
patting the growing soft mounds next to him. “Yes, I think she’ll make a 
fine young wife for you.” 

“But, is this normal? I know when I spoke to you, you had said that she 
might grow a bit, but, is this kind of growth typical?” 

“Well... no.” George said, eyeing the growing breasts critically again. 
“Typically with a one week retreat we can induce two or maybe three cup 
sizes but as you can see, with the groundwork you laid in and with the 
amount of available mass.” Here he paused and rubbed the breasts again, 
sort of weighing them in his hand, “My my, these babies are growing and 
still lots of room.” 

Paul looked down at her form, where before her pert and perky breasts 
had stood small but proudly from her proportioned form he now worried 
that they would cause her great trouble. Before they had been hardly a 
handful, just smallish bumps but now he watched as the growth slowed 
and then finally stopped. 

“Do you have a tape measure? Perhaps, I was, I mean, I was thinking 
maybe I could get a bra on her...” Paul looked at Mr. Parsons imploringly. 

“Be right back then.” The portly old man said. 

“Oh dear dear.” Paul said. He had hoped for something more subtle but 
now it appeared that he had overdone it. Never had he imagined that the 
growth could have occurred this sharply. He winced, there was no way he 
was explaining this away to her now. He wondered if she’d break up with 
him, maybe even sue him?! “No no no no no.” His mind screamed. No 
way would she do that but he had kind of disfigured her. He? Could she 
prove it but what if she got the pills analyzed? 

He was sweating again. Wait, he thought, its okay, she’ll wake up and 
not notice. Not notice? What are you crazy, he railed at himself. Okay, so 








she’ll notice but we’ll all live happily ever after, 'عطد‎ [1 like them. No she 
wouldn’t, she’d be a freak, her friends wouldn’t be able to associate with 
her... She’d sue for sure. 

Hmmm, what do to what do to. Paul considered his options, bizarre 
thoughts streaming through his mind, each one being crossed off in quick 
succession and some appalling him for even thinking of them. 

“T still love her.” He said aloud. In fact, he was very pleased with her 
new shape, the way her breasts just poured all over her front, the way they 
swelled, the way they, mmmmm, he just wanted to put his mouth on them 
and cup them and just... 

But still, he had disfigured her, what was he to do now? He thought 
about it, rationally. What had he hoped to get out of this trip. He had 
hoped to make his wife to be more docile, so that she’d be a little more of 
a partner and less of a selfish brat. Okay, he could still do that, that’s what 
the ranch could do for him. 

But what, “But what if,” He mused. “What if we take that just a little 
farther...” Mr. Parsons had entered the room, with the tape measurer and 
a stool. 

“What’s that son?” He asked. “You want to take it a little further?” Mr. 
Parsons eyed the breasts critically again, thinking professionally now. Her 
frame could support them, maybe even as much as twice as much as that 
but more then that and he’d risk the structural integrity of the animal. 

“Mmmm.” Paul said, coming out of his thoughts as Mr. Parsons came 
out of his analysis. “No, not her breast size... which is what by the way?” 
He interjected. “I was thinking about her behavioral training, you know, 
how happy she’d be now that she has these new... assets.” 

“Oh, that.” Mr. Parsons put his reading glasses on and wrapped the 
tape measurer around her chest. “That’s kind of included in the package, 
don’t worry, she’ 11 love them.” 

Paul put a finger to his lip and said nothing, “Okay, great.” He didn’t 
quite get how that would work, she was sure to scream bloody murder, 
but, if he said it would work then, well, he was the professional here. 

“Let’s see, total bust size is now about 44 inches, which is a twelve 
inch increase over the thirty two right?” Paul recoiled, forty four inches, 
wow that was a lot. He didn’t know what to say, he was overjoyed. He 
missed what Mr. Parsons had said. 

“Sorry, could you repeat that. What size did you say she is?” 

“44JJ, roughly, depending on who’s doing the measuring of course.” 

“Of course.” Paul replied, too stunned to say anything else. Here was 
his fiancé, HIS fiancé, with breasts that large?! He was the happiest man 
on earth! 

Paul fainted. 


Chapter 5, Life on the Farm 


Sammy had not yet awoken. She was in a very deep sleep while her 
body adjusted to its new proportions, but she had taken to nursing from a 
bottle while she slept, which was good, because her body needed to stay 
hydrated and needed a minimum caloric intake to maintain its health. 

“So sit here and feed her, okay?” Mr. Parsons had finished, after he 
explained all of that. 

Paul had nodded and now here he was, holding the bottle and feeding 
Sammy as though feeding a child. She slept but she sucked as well, gently 
swallowing and nursing from the feeder. 

Paul hoped that it would just be a one time thing; he was hoping for a 
low maintenance wife not a high maintenance one. He sighed but then 
settled into the routine, sitting on the stool, holding the bottle there for her, 
taking it out when she stopped and then putting it back in after a bit. 

He had been sitting there for a few minutes doing this when it started to 
become partly erotic. Much of it probably stemmed from the fact that her 
newfound chest was still nude and on display, but as he sat there, feeding 
her, his penis started to get hard. 

He shifted a bit to try to keep his boner from being uncomfortable, but 
after a few more minutes had a hard time ignoring it. 

He kept the bottle in her mouth and reached his other hand down to 
‘comfort’ his big boy. He had the idea, at least initially, of just sort of 
‘calming’ it, getting his semi-hard cock to go back to leaving him alone. 
This plan backfired when, after a few moments of stroking it to “get it to 
calm down’ it instead rocketed up to full mast and demanded his attention, 
angrily pulsing in his pants. 

Frustrated by this turn of events, and trying to coax the bottle out of his 
beau’s mouth, Paul jumped up, yanking the bottle in the process and flinging 
it to the other side of the room. He scanned the horizon for a bathroom but 
then remembered that the place had outhouses. 

He sighed. He then looked at the bottle he had thrown and got a naughty 
idea. He giggled to himself. Looking at his fiancé’s sleeping form, and 
then chiding himself for the idea he swept the bottle up and sat down at the 
stool again. He sat there, trying to ignore his boner, and trying not to look 
at his love’s enticing chest. 

He bit his nail, nervously. He wiped his nose, fidgeting. After a few 
minutes he stood up and locked the door. He took his pants down and sat 
down at the stool again. He took the bottle and popped the cap off, stroking 
his cock and looking at his wife-to-be’s tits and mouth. “Oh god.” He 
thought, and couldn’t take it, this was so much better then fantasy, and he 
was thinking about how naughty it was that his cock was out in the same 
room as his love’s body, much less her sleeping body, it was so naughty... 

He came hard, unbidden, suddenly, stroking his massive erection... 
“Mmm.” He grunted. He nursed all of his love cream into the bottle’s 








pouch, sighing and feeling relief. He cracked his neck and righted himself, 
reorienting, feeling a warm glow fill him. Blinking he came out of his 
gentle haze and shook himself to attention. He tucked his softening cock 
back into his underwear, pulled his pants up, screwed the bottle’s top back 
on and then breathed. 

He breathed and relaxed. He got up and unlocked the door, opening it 
a bit to get some air. He acted normal. He blushed, thinking about what he 
had just done with a woman in the room! Paul blushed again, man he had 
been naughty. His experience thus far in life had basically amounted to 
some online flings with people he had never met in real life, and the make 
believe girlfriends he photo shopped into his life and put in his curio. 

He knew more about business then he knew about love. Still, he was a 
quick learner, and he knew what he wanted. In fact he was delighted to see 
that Sammy’s bust had gotten to the point where he felt much better about 
being with her; he had always worried that that might become a sore point. 
He had never brought it up because he had always though it small of him 
to want that in a woman, to concentrate on such a physical aspect. 

Still, it had felt quite good to cum with her, well, at least, next to her 
and to have those luscious breasts so near. He bit his finger; he had just 
gotten another naughty idea. He blushed again, embarrassed to even be 
thinking about such things, it was one thing to give her pills without her 
knowledge, that he could justify as being part of his investment in her (if 
he was going to marry her he damned well wanted to make sure he would 
be happy with her) but this idea here was totally without practical benefit. 

Nevertheless, grinning devilishly he took the bottle which was in his 
hand, the one he had just had his nice, long, hard cum into, and put it up to 
Sammy’s lips. His grin became wider - if that was actually possible - 
watching to see if she took it. 

She sort of sniffed a bit, seemingly considering (although it could have 
been his imagination) before opening her mouth a bit and letting him stick 
itin. She sucked a bit of it down, pausing, which was unusual and Paul 
held his breath, wondering if she would reject it, or wake, but then sighed 
and became hard again as she resumed her sucking. 

He smiled and watched her nurse his spilled seed from the bottle, 
drinking it at a steady pace. Man, he was going to enjoy having her around. 
In fact, as he watched her drink his juice from the bottle he became strangely 
possessive. He looked at her finger: that was his ring, his engagement 
ring, he looked at her chest, those were his, he had built them. 

“She’s mine.” He said, childishly. “She’s mine.” Mr. Parsons had again 
entered the room, having caught up on his tasks and ready to advise Paul 
some more. 

“Well of course she’s yours son, that’s what we’re here to ensure.” He 
smiled genially down at the young groom-to-be. He lit a cigar, letting the 
room fill up with the smoke as he settled down into a plush rocker nearby. 


He inhaled deeply and then let the smoke curl from his lips. “She’s 
yours, bought and paid for.” He leaned over and handed Paul his credit 
card back. “Went through just fine,” he added. Paul nodded. 

Yes, Paul thought, this was a business transaction, my beautiful fiancé 
is going to be all mine, she will love me, and obey me... His eyes glazed 
over as he thought hard thoughts. 

Mr. Parsons wiped the side of his face, having just come in from outside, 
it was hot out. “Now don’t get carried away now, son. Having a wife is a 
big responsibility, especially a large one like this.” Paul frowned. 

“She’s not large though, she’s small or petite.” He looked at her, then 
caught Parsons’ drift. “Ohhh.” He said. 

“Right, you’ve got more wife to take care of but its not all hardship, 
she’ ll take care of you too, that’s how it works. You provide for her, make 
sure she gets all the feed and care she needs, and she’ 11 foal you some fine 
ones and keep you well looked after down here,” Mr. Parsons winked and 
patted his crotch. 

Paul smiled, this was going to work out just fine. 


Sammy was coming to, feeling kind of out of it, like she had had a very 
long, absorbing dream. She had dreamed that she had won a contest, had 
gone on vacation, had been swept away. She was coming to but she was 
also very much still out of it. 

Paul held the rebreather to her face and fixed the strap behind it, securing 
the rubber face mask to her. She breathed in and then breathed out, blinded 
by the mask’s full coverage, sucking in a slightly sweet scent of nitrogen 
oxide and oxygen. She giggled a bit. 

Paul held the mask there for a few more minutes, before letting it go, 
watching that the straps held it in place. 

Sammy was naked, mounted on a padded sawhorse, her breasts dropping 
down on either side of her. She was sucking feed in through a short hose, 
a mainly liquid diet and was content to lay there, the burden of her body 
taken by the harness she was in. She was able to relax and lie there, 
suspended and supported, with a seeming detachment from herself. 

Opening the eye ports Mr. Parsons breathed some cigar smoke out before 
tossing his cigar to the side, he hadn’t meant to breathe smoke in her eyes 
and cursed himself. He waited a few moments, seeing her breathe in the 
nitrous and suckle on the sweet buttermilk. He nodded then and set about 
preparing the apparatus in front of her eyes. 

He adjusted the lens, and then shone a light into her eyes, they were 
slightly bloodshot, and she looked haggard, but she giggled and appeared 
happy. Her bloated breasts hung down, her feed infused with the milk’s 
modifying contents as well as some estrogen and bovine extract formula. 








Over the past few days they had gone through this same ritual, her 
body rested amiably in the barn where they had first roused her. She had 
kicked and bit a bit but then fell into a dream-like slumber after they had 
first gassed her. 

Paul had stayed out of it, letting the farm hands do their work. He had 
watched their first learning session together though. Mr. Parsons was 
preparing another session now: 

“Harumph.” He said, clearing his throat. “Can you hear me?” He asked 
her. 

“Like, yes.” She replied, in a dreamy, valley girl like voice. 

“Do you know what today is?” he asked her. 

“Um, like, no?” she replied. 

“Today is your birthday,” Mr. Parsons informed her, as he had the 
previous three days. 

“Yay, oh my burf day.” She replied, happily. 

Mr. Parsons smiled at her and then clicked the button that changed to 
the next slide, her eye harness kept her vision on the miniature projection. 
It showed a pony, a present box, and a birthday cake. Sammy sighed. 

Over the course of the next hour the girl was dumbed down, made to 
learn remedial songs and lessons while letting her mind drown slowly in 
the sea of slumbering sensations that drained her of ego. 

“When we’re done with her.” Mr. Parsons imparted proudly to Paul. 
“She’ ll think of you as a father figure, someone to trust and depend on and 
she’ll be much less likely to hit you up for things.” He winked and went 
back to his work. 

“What about her... tits?” Paul asked. 

“Watch this.” George replied. He turned back to the young woman. 
“Sammy Sam, tell me about your breasts,” George motioned to one of the 
farm hands who began tugging on her breast, coaxing it, squeezing it, 
fondling... 

“Ooooh, ohhhh!” She said, moaning low, “Mmmm ooooohh!” she said. 

Parsons smiled up at Paul, “I don’t think she’ll be complaining.” 
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Chapter 6 Bessy 


Paul fretted and worried, pacing back and forth, nervous about the outcome, still 
worried that she might sue or hurt him, but also confident in the ranch’s abilities. He 
loved her and really wanted a life with her but he just couldn’t take her constant nagging 
and wheedling that she usually did when they were together. He worried often that she 
was after him just for his money. This ‘training’ would make sure that she stayed 
devoted to him. 

To help comfort him Mr. Parsons had, on the third day, introduced him to his wife, 
Bessy: 

“Paul T d like you to meet a woman who’s very dear to me, has given me three foals 
of my own and provided me with such support as you would not believe, without her 
I would be unmade.” Paul nodded appreciatively and followed Mr. Parsons into the 
barn. 

He followed him back past rows of pens, each containing a cow and from whom 
Paul assumed the buttermilk must flow. Eventually they reached a pen in the back, 
and Paul frowned. He did not see George’s wife anywhere. He expected her to be an 
older lady, maybe graying, who tended to the animals in here. 

Paul looked around some more before finally realizing that Mr. Parsons was looking 
inside the pen. Curious, Paul walked over next to him and followed when George 
unlatched the gate and walked inside. 

“Wow!” Paul said, stunned. 

‘Bessy’ as the sign around her neck said, stood proudly at 5’ 6", now only 3’ 4" bent 
over as she was. She was young, much too young. Paul decided that she was in her 
twenties maybe and she had the demeanor and glazed over look of an airhead. 

“Um, ‘lo.” Paul said cautiously. 

“Mooooo!” Bessy responded. She tossed her blond locks and chewed what was in 
her mouth. As she shook her head the cowbell around her neck shook, clanging dully. 

“Here,” George said. “Offer her a sweet.” He handed Paul a sugar cube. Paul took 
it, thinking it a strange thing to offer a woman, and then began looking for her hands. 

He noticed that all four of her limbs were on the ground and that, in fact, all four 
were shod, like a horse. “What the...?” He began, but then followed George’s lead 
and presented the cube, still in his hand, to Bessy’s mouth. 

The young twenty-something opened her mouth dutifully, revealing a mouthful of 
perfectly even and flat teeth, and took the cube from his hand, licking his palm in the 
process. “Mmmmoooooo000000.” She said, thanking him. 

She chewed the cube, her facial features betraying no emotion, and then dully 
swallowed it, her eyes flashing with pleasure for a brief second before going back to 
their previous glazed-over look. 

“Um.” Paul was at a loss for words. 

“We’ve been married four years now, me and this one,” George answered. 

“That’s nice,” Paul didn’t know what to say. 

Mr. Parsons walked around behind the creature, which Paul now realized possessed, 
and he didn’t know how he hadn’t noticed this before, probably because the milking 
apparatus obfuscated them, a gargantuan pair of breasts, er, udders. 
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As Paul watched Mr. Parsons zipped down his fly and then appeared to 
do something behind Bessy, Paul blushed, realizing he was mounting her. 
Bessy appeared not to notice and continued to chew what was in her mouth, 
occasionally dipping her head down to take more food from a bag that was 
slung about her neck. 

Paul couldn’t help but move forward, transfixed by the strange creature, 
and run a hand over her skin. It felt slightly leathery, but smooth, as though 
simply hardened by constant exposure to the elements. He ran a hand 
down lower and touched the closer of her two gargantuan mounds. He was 
amazed by how supple it was, and how much he wanted to caress it. 

He moved in closer and started to manhandle it more roughly, running 
a hand over its hanging tumescence. Smiling, Paul gained a sudden and 
intimate appreciation for the creature as it lowed again and stomped a hoof. 
He backed up a bit but then moved forward after George assured him that 
Bessy liked it: 

“She’s nothing to be afraid of. Got no kick in her and besides, she likes 
to have her tits stroked.” 

Paul nodded, staring again at how vast her copious bounty was, at how 
large her tits hung from her body, how they seemed like fruit on a low 
hanging branch, large and ripe, just begging to be... 

“No, that’s not for human consumption.” Mr. Parsons interrupted him. 
Paul blushed, backing off from the nipple, sliding the milker back onto it. 

George grunted and finished up in back, coming around to the side and 
zipping up. Paul sniffed and then patted Bessy on her side, running a hand 
down her back. George walked up and lovingly pet her behind her head, 
running his knuckled fist down her back and then reaching down to scratch 
her belly. 

“Given me three fine young ones, this one has, maybe a fourth, who 
knows,” he winked, and the two departed. 

“Do we need to..?” Paul began, and Parsons interrupted to answer him. 

“She’ll be fine, let’s go. Let’s see how Sammy’s doing eh?” 

The two men headed back up to the front of the barn, leaving Bessy in 
her pen, eating out of her feedbag. They came up on Paul’s beau and 
Paul’s eyes fell out of his sockets. 

“My god!” He yelled in delight. “She’s - they’re, gorgeous!” Her breasts 
had, the last time he’d checked come in at just over K cup, roughly melon 
sized. They now lumbered ponderously, hanging heavily from her 
undernourished body. Absorbing her physique with his eyes he decided 
that all of the caloric value from her meals must be going almost directly to 
her breasts. 

They hung beautifully from her chest, jostling for position with each 
other as a vibrator inserted in her nethers kept her happy. Paul blushed and 
averted his eyes, he wanted to keep that sight private, for their wedding 
night. “My god Mr. Parsons...” He didn’t know what to say. 

“Call me George.” 








“George, I don’t know what to say... How big are they?” 

“Well its hard to say but I can tell you how heavy they are.” Paul 
nodded so George continued. “We weighed her this morning and her overall 
body weight is about one hundred and fifty pounds, with her breasts 
accounting for approximately forty pounds.” 

“My god...” Paul said, she was even skinnier then before they had 
started, that milk and those hormones really did the trick, she certainly 
was very well proportioned now. “Will she be able to support it all?” Paul 
asked. 

“Not easily.” George answered, “She’ll need you to help her walk around 
the house or she can crawl, which will be easier on her.” Paul nodded, he 
could see how that would be attractive to a man who didn’t want a 
rambunctious wife. 

“Wow, I’m sold. This is great. I was worried about her health you 
know but you’ ve done such a great job.” Paul watched as his wife to be 
continued to suck dutifully from her feeding tube. Her rebreather had 
been gradually phased out and he was happy to see her face instead of the 
black leather greeting him today. “So she’s not resisting anymore?” Paul 
asked, although he could see that she seemed at peace. 

“Well - yes and no, not as much though. She still bucks from time to 
time. We are giving her a mild sedative in her feed, which you can choose 
to keep her on or not, at your discretion.” 

“What happens if I take her off it?” Paul worried about chemical 
dependency. 

“Well, she could become bitchy, irritable, or outright rebellious, never 
know with women, you know.” He elbowed Paul in the ribs knowingly. 

“Right, right.” Paul said, his own knowledge of women was rather 
limited so he played along as though he were more versed in the feminine 
mystery. 

Paul cradled a knuckle in his mouth, “So, she’ Il be alright if I leave her 
on it?” 

“Yep.” George said, smiling. “My Bessy’s been on it for about five 
years now, four blissfully wedded and the one of courtship prior.” Paul 
nodded, then recoiled. He didn’t want his Sammy to end up like that, a 
dumb nunny. Still, he didn’t want to have to fight with her at home either, 
or, what’s worse, have a legal battle with her... 

He considered his options, then asked Mr. Parsons, “So... she’ll have, 
like, trouble getting around like that right?” He indicated Sammy’s now 
massive proportions, the mammoth size of her chest, which would, indeed, 
prohibit her from any but the slowest, most sluggish of movements. 

“Yep,” Parsons replied, spitting some chewing tobacco out on the 
ground. “Like carrying a ball and chain around, she’ 1l be a prisoner in her 
own house.” 

“In my house.” Paul corrected him. 


“Right, in your house, sorry.” George corrected himself. 

Paul smiled, he liked that idea. “And so, that feed, it has the ‘nutrients’ 
in it too, right? She eats it, it keeps her ‘fit ?” 

“And trim.” Parsons laughed, spitting onto the ground again. 

“I think I’m ready to take her home.” Paul grinned at his host. 

“Righto.” George replied and then called out. “Boys!” 








Chapter 7, Marital Bliss 


They had had to ship her freight, incognito and Paul had waited on pins 
and needles until the crate arrived safely at his house. Closing the door and 
locking it, drawing the curtains on all the blinds, securing the house from 
outsiders and ‘child proofing’ it against those inside of small height Paul 
then felt ready to open the package. 


He headed back into the living room and used a crowbar to open it. He 
removed the packing nails and eventually got the side of it open. Inside 
lay his sleeping beauty, adoringly fitted in her rebreather, sleeping the 
dreamy sleep of the drugged. 

He helped her out, dragging her by her arms, and then her large, heavy 
breasts, onto the carpet. He cleaned out the inside of the crate, secreting or 
throwing away all of its contents, the toys that came with it and the nutrition 
materials were put away properly, whereas the straw matting and packing 
material was discarded. 

Rubbing his hands together, eager in anticipation of this day, he went 
back into the living room and took the rebreather off her face, unhooking 
the tubing and unwrapping the rest of his package. 


Slowly waking up Sammy rubbed her eyes with her hands, surprised at 
how meek they felt, how weak her arms felt. She was coming out of a 
great dream, and now, with a bitter taste in her mouth, with a dry mouth, 
she eagerly accepted the bottle Paul was giving her. She frowned, but 
sucked. “Bottle.” She thought. “That’s weird, I don’t normally eat from 
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She freaked out, spitting it out and swinging around, trying to wake up 
again. She was surprised by her top weight and ended up only smacking 
herself in the face with her pendulous breasts. Dazed, she leaned back, 
relaxing, letting her body untense. She rubbed her face again, listening to 
Paul’s coaxing words, his calming words, and she breathed. 

She pushed the thing out of her face and rolled onto her side, or rather, 
her breasts started to sway to the side like a heavy tree falling in the forest. 
She had exerted the force necessary to flip onto her back but instead she 
lay there as her heavy breasts, some very strange additions to her carriage, 
overcame inertia and then eventually carried her with them. 

“Oof.” She said, her breasts knocking the wind out of her as she fell 
over. She now lay on her side, her lungs sore and her chest getting in her 
way. She tried to bobble around it, still confused by her immediate 
surroundings, trying to get her bearing, trying to right herself. 

She managed to adopt a push up position, but was unable to get up. 
She scooted her legs under her, not trusting her eyes (since they continued 
to tell her that she had two large, fully inflated beach balls on her chest.) 
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“Oommph.” She exerted herself, grunting, trying to get up, her legs straining under 
her as well. All of her muscles were out of use from her days on the farm and after a 
few more moments they gave up, sending her down to collapse around her bloated 
breasts. 

“Hi honey.” Paul said. “Welcome home.” 

“Paul, Paul.” She managed weakly. “Help me, please, where are you, I need you.” 

Paul smiled, the words music to his ears, “Of course honey, I’m right here, what 
can I do for you.” 

“Help me up Paul, I feel so weak, please.” Her voice was hoarse from disuse, almost 
croaking. 

Paul put an arm under her neck, moving it down to rest against her chest and then 
eased her around, back, onto his lap. He sat beneath her, cradling her small form in his 
arms, so that her head rested in the crook of his shoulder and her legs went off over his 
other side, with her heaviest part resting squarely in his lap. 

“There, there honey.” He said, using his other arm to grab the bottle he had prepared 
earlier. “Just relax, everything will be okay, Paul’s here, let me help.” 

‘T m not a baby Paul!” She responded shrilly. Paul smiled down at her, as though 
she was speaking nonsense. 

“I know honey but it’s easier this way, just drink up, okay?” 

“What the...?” Her mind had adjusted itself to a familiar thing, Paul, his body, his 
warmth and she was now having to come to terms with the massive growth on her 
chest. 

“Sammy, I’m very proud of you, you’re a grown girl now.” Paul cooed at her, 
shoving the bottle into her agape mouth. 

She struggled with him, trying to wrestle it out of her mouth but a few of the drops 
leaked into her mouth and she swallowed them as she gasped for air. It didn’t taste so 
bad, sort of sweet and her internal training took over, making her desire the bottle’s 
contents. 

Not acting rationally she sucked, intimately familiar with the ritual from her training 
on the farm. “That’s a good girl.” Paul said happily, cooing at her. 

Embarrassed, humiliated, encumbered, defeated, crushed, exasperated, beyond 
herself, Sammy let the comfort of his stroking hand and his words transform her from 
her harsh, bitter self into a needy, dependent child. “It’s just temporary.” She assured 
herself. “Just until I figure out what’s going on.” 

As she drained the bottle’s contents her stomach rumbled, she had had so little to 
eat on the flight. Paul petted her naked orbs, running his feeding arm over them, 
letting it rest on them as he fed her. She swallowed the creamy milk formula, unaware 
that its contents would eventually cause her bosom to swell again, slowly, manageably, 
because, as Mr. Parsons had told Paul, “She can only hold so much, her skin, its elasticity, 
so go slow. Don’t use those pills anymore, rely on this natural formula instead to 
maintain and slowly grow your assets.” 

Paul would take care of her, they would be married soon, he would get to know her 
even more intimately (he smiled at the thought) and most importantly, he would take 
care of her, of them... 
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He ran a hand lovingly over her beautifully grown chest, looking forward 
to managing her ‘portfolio.’ Smiling to himself, stroking them, Paul grinned. 
He did, after all, know all about managed growth. 
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